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Steven's Christmas Fever 


This was the first Christmas we would spend together in the house. 


Axl and | were living together already and Duff was practically living with us since 6 months. That's when Slash 
told us he was evicted from his apartment and needed a place to crash. He had tried to move in with Steven 
but that wasn't working because there was no more room in the place that Steven was sharing with two 
other guys. Bottom line, within a few weeks of all these events, we had made a few calculations and found out 
it would be cheaper if we were all in the same place, so we all moved in together in a new bigger house with 3 
bedrooms. The only improvement of our new place versus our former apartment was that it was bigger with 
3 rooms so it also had 2 bathrooms but apart from that, it was just as crappy and bare looking, and pretty 


much in the same area as our former smaller dwelling. 


Four months later, after the big move into our aptly nicknamed Hell House, it was almost Christmas. We were 
December |5 and for some reasons Christmas fever hit Steven | was alone in the house when it hit him, 
unfortunately. Duff was out working, Axl was wherever and Slash was spending the afternoon at the park 
riding rollercoasters with his girlfriend. 


| was minding my own business sitting on the couch and reading a book when Steven came running into the 


living room and grabbed the book away from me. 

"What the fuck, Steven?", | yelled at him. 

"Do you know what day it is?", he said looking panicked. 

"No. Well, yes, it's Thursday. Gimme my book back." 

"No, | mean, it's the I5. We're IO days away from Christmas." 

"So?" 

"So. Look aroundl", he insisted. 

| don't know why but | did. As expected, nothing special to see. 

"| don't see anything, Steven’, | said to him standing up and approaching him to get my book. 


‘Of course! And thats the problem! It doesn't look like we're IO days away from Christmas", he complained to 


me. 
| shook my head at him. 


‘Ive never spent Christmas in a not Christmassy decorated house. | can't do this like that.. Here, with nothing... 


No, no, no.. Come with me to the store, we can go and buy some stuff’ 

"No, Steven. You go and buy stuff. | stay here" 

"Its not fun by myself. Come on. 

It was only a few months that we were living together but we knew Steven since seven months altogether, 
since he had joined the band, and by now | knew that it was pointless to try to make him stop talk and whine 


and annoy the shit out of me till he would have gotten what he wanted. He could be such a spoiled kid 


"We don't have money to buy anything", | told him, snatching the book from his side and sitting back on the 
couch, looking for the page | had last read before he interrupted me. 


| have some savings. I'll use my money", he said. 
"If you have money, why don't we buy food, for a change?", | asked him. 


‘It's not money for food. | give my share already, you know. This is extra savings. Come on, Izzy..." 


| looked at him with resignation. 
"Ok, but we make it quick" 
‘Of course’, he replied enthusiastically. 


And we made it quick indeed. We went into two of the bigger supermarkets that were in our area and that 
sold a bit of everything besides groceries. | said that we made it quick because when we saw the prices of the 
tree, plus lights, plus ornaments and tinsel garlands and everything, even Steven who was rot a Fields Medal 


candidate could add up the numbers and sadly conclude that it was over the 25 dollars of budget he had 


preciously saved to buy Christmas house deco. 


But he wasn't yet ready to give up. That's the curse of the optimistic, you don't deter them so easily, do you? 
So on the way back home, we checked the charity shop, which probably had a few stuff he could have 
afforded but not anymore. The lady at the front desk and check out counter apologized to him and said that all 
Christmas decorations had been gone since a few weeks already and they wouldn't probably have much new 
things donated now. 


To my relief, we were back home fairly fast after a depressing tour of the stores which only served to 
remind us how flat broke we were. | was thinking that this would have at least put a damper on Steven's 
decorating fever. | was so wrong. Now he seemed more determined than ever to find an alternative way to 
bring the season's joyful spirit into the Hell House. 

"We can probably do a few stuff ourselves", he said to me as we stepped back in 

| wasn't paying much attention to what he meant till | heard him make a lot of noise in the kitchen and decided 
it could be safer for me to go and check what the hell he was doing. Since we had moved in here, Slash and 
Steven were not allowed to cook. Way too dangerous. We could not afford fire insurance nor medical insurance, 
so those two were forbidden to use the kitchen for anything that had to do with gas, fire, matches and knives. 
"What now?", | said looking at him sitting at the kitchen table with a few things in front of him on the table. 


"| think we can do Christmas baubles for the tree with that", he said, showing me a roll of aluminum foil. 


| looked blankly at him about to say something but not really finding anything to comment as | was unsure 
what on earth he was thinking of doing anyway. 


"Look", he told me. 
He proceeded to rip a piece of foil from the roll and carefully scrunched it into a ball. 


"See?", he said with a large grin, "It's a shiny silver bauble." 


| rolled my eyes at what | had just witnessed and turned around to walk back into the living room. 
"No, Izzy, stay with me and do some tool It's more fun when you don't do it alone", he protested. 
"Don't do this to me, please", | begged. 


"You're not doing anything here anyway, just a little while. Sit here with me. You can do medium size ones, | do 
the big ones", he said. 


| pulled the chair opposite to him, sighing at the whole situation. This is when | remembered that | had still a 
joint ready in my pocket. | wouldn't be able to survive much longer through this afternoon without harming 
Steven if | didn't have pot or something stronger to keep me calm and try to make me forget a little what the 
fuck | was about to do. 


| lit up the joint and sat at the kitchen table in front of Steven, who was already tearing pieces of aluminum 


foil of various sizes for the silver bauble project. 

"Can you pass the joint?", he asked me cheerfully. 

"No", | replied 

"You're such a grinch.. Maybe you'll be happier after you've smoked", he responded. 


"Hey, genius", | interrupted him, "Even if you make these, what are you gonna put them on? We don't have any 


tree.” 


"Oh, that's ok", he said. "I will look for a tree after", he said "I haven't spent the 25 dollar, so that could be all 
for the tree." 


"A tree costs more than 25 dollars", | reminded him. 
"lll find a cheap one", he said. 
"For 25 bucks, itll probably be small and ugly, then" 


"It's ok, if it's small, we can put it on the table and if it's ugly, we put a lot of deco on it, so you don't see the 


tree anymore’, he replied. 


"If you hide the tree with deco, why do you need the tree in the first place", | asked, starting to be confused 


about the whole concept he was going for. 


"The tree makes the room smell nice", he answered. "Pine tree Christmas smell is so nice!" 


There was no way you could win and have the last word. He always had something more to say or answer, 
even if it was stupid and his last comment was stupid. | mean, we all snort coke on a regular basis, our sinuses 


are wrecked. | doubt any of us can detect the smell of anything, let alone pine tree. 


| took a few deep drags on the joint and began to concentrate on forming round shapes with the scrunched foil. 


Shit, | was actually doing arts and crafts with Steven at our kitchen table. 


I5 minutes later, | had finished the joint, and unfortunately, | was still wondering what the fuck | was doing all 
this for. Steven suddenly got up from his chair and told me he would be right back. | heard him walk up and a 
few minutes later walk down. He reappeared in the kitchen with a bag full of cotton balls. 


"IIl use some to make small white fluffy deco on the tree", he said holding up one cotton ball in front of his 


face like it was some kind of precious gem he had unearthed after a long search. 
"Don't use them all, we need those for shooting up", | reminded him, keeping our priorities in order. 
"Sure... I'll just use a little bit, to sprinkle fluffy whiteness", he said absent-mindedly. 


| smiled at myself thinking that fluffy whiteness was probably the best way to describe Steven's brain. That 
was it. | had to stop this or maybe I'd become like Steven. | walked out of the kitchen and went upstairs in my 
bedroom, hoping Steven would not come running after me and ask me to help him out with whatever other 


weird idea he would have. 


| let myself fall on my bed and fell asleep after a few minutes. The pot effect had the best of me and made 
me forget all about Steven's decorating endeavors. | woke up feeling relaxed. Checking my watch, it was 4 
o'clock in the afternoon. | had no idea what time | went up to my room but it must have been more than one 


hour. | decided to venture out and hope Steven was done with whatever he had started earlier on. 


| stepped into the living room and found Steven sitting on the floor in front of a 5-foot high tree. It was a real 
Christmas tree but it had obviously seen better days. One side seemed to have lost most of its needles. | 
sighed at the sight of the poor pine tree and walked closer. 


"How much did you pay for this?", | asked Steven. 

"I got it for 20 dollars", he said "And they gave me hooks to put deco on it for free too." 

| still was wondering why Steven would spend 20 bucks on something so ugly and that would be discarded in a 
few weeks but | did not dare reopening the topic. Instead | looked down at what he was doing and saw he was 
now cutting out stars out of cereals boxes and what seemed to be a couple of Chinese food take-away boxes, 
judging by the white and red pagoda design | could make out of the few stars he had already laid-out on the 


floor. 


"l'm almost done", he said. "Just two more boxes to cut out." 


| don't know if it was my afternoon nap, Steven's overly joyful mood or the lingering effect of pot but | kind of 
felt bad for him, seeing him putting so much effort into this, which none of us had even thought about and 
really did not care about. It seemed important for him because Steven usually loses attention after more than 
5 minutes, whatever he does, so watching him carefully cut out stars out of red and blue cardboard boxes to 
add to the other deco he had managed to scrape up together was a proof he wanted this to really look like 
Christmas. 


| left him finishing his stuff and went out. | really had not too much money to spend. We were always short on 
cash but | could probably spare I0 dollars or so for now. | went back to one of the supermarkets we visited 
earlier on. They had many different Christmas lights for trees. There were small one at b dollars each for a 


pack of 50. | picked up two packs of multicolor ones and checked out. 


When | came back home, Stevie was hazardously balancing on a chair, decorating the top of the tree with a 
fairly artistic knot made out of one of Axls red bandanas. 


He saw me coming in and asked what | thought. 


"| don't recall how | did the other years but | think | would start from the top", he said to me. "My mom used 
to be the one telling us what to put where, so its the first time | do it all by myself” 


There was nothing else on the tree but | could see he had lined up the foil baubles, the cotton balls and the 


cereal cardboard box stars all around. 
"Sure", | told him, "but whatever you put on it, it won't look too great without lights." 
| know", he sighed. "But | can't make any... And putting candles in the tree, it's not a good idea, right?" 


| shivered at the thought that he even had that idea. Shit, | better hide all the matches and lighters in the 


house. 


"No, it's not", | confirmed to him. "Try these instead. That should help", | said handing out him the two packs of 
string lights | had just purchased. 


"What is..?", Steven started. 


He saw what the boxes contained and jumped up on his feet, pulling me in the most awkward hug while giggling 


like a drunk cheerleader. 


"Please, Steven, don't do this ever again’, | told him, pushing him away from me. 


Steven couldn't care less about what | was telling him and he hugged me a few more times before returning 
to his tree deco task and starting to hang one of the two light strings | had just given him. 


"This is gonna be so beautiful now!", he commented to himself while twirling the light string around the top of 
the tree. 


That same day, early evening, Duff came back from work, followed an hour later by Axl and Slash. They all 

laughed and shook their heads at Steven's creative take on the festive deco but somehow, everyone felt kind 
of cheerful that night and stuck around in the living room under the multicolor lights of the Christmas tree, 
chatting and drinking, playing music and smoking more pot and doing a few lines of coke, courtesy of Duff who 
must have also been visited by the generous Christmas spirit that day since he dug into his secret stash to 


share with all of us. 


